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Abstract
”Where do you suppose he is, then?” asked Mr. Wobbley. Mrs. Kendell, wearing a stiff pair
of blue jeans, stood leaning over the kitchen sink, staring out the back window...
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"Where do you suppose he is, then?" asked Mr. Wobbley. 
Mrs. Kendell, wearing a stiff pair of blue jeans, stood 
leaning over the kitchen sink, staring out the back window. 
She brought her menthol cigarette to her lips and blew one 
faulty smoke-ring at the screen. "I suppose he just ran away," 
she said, without turning around. 
"Ran awayV said Mr. Wobbley, in a voice that carried a 
frown. "Why would— Because of me?" 
"Maybe," she said. "It's hard to say." 
She shrugged and turned to face Mr. Wobbley, who was 
sitting at the kitchen table. He was a short man in his mid-
forties, with heavy sideburns and thin hair showing indented 
lines at the sides made by his brown felt cowboy hat which, at 
the moment, rested on the table at his elbow. His Budweiser 
tee shirt couldn't quite stretch over all of his big belly, leaving 
exposed his hairy navel. She saw that he had his right foot —his 
club—propped up on another chair, and that he was in-
specting the new black cowboy boot it wore. 
"It's nothing to worry about," she said. 
He frowned at his boot. "Maybe I shouldn't've moved in 
at all. Maybe it was a mistake." He twisted his boot. "This 
boot's tight as hell." 
She put both hands behind her on the countertop and 
lifted herself up onto the counter. Dangling her long legs, she 
smiled at him. "It wasn't a mistake. He just needs to get used 
to you." 
He scratched at his navel. "What's so bad about me, that 
I need getting used to? Don't I measure up to his old man?" 
"He didn't even know him. He was only three years — " 
"Didn't I buy him a new bike, just like the other two? You 
don't hear them complaining." 
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"He's different," she said. "It'll just take him a little 
while. Don't worry." 
"I don't know," he said, in a yawn. "Get me a Bud, will 
you?" 
Mrs. Kendell hopped down from the counter. She clicked 
open the refrigerator, grabbed a can of beer, and tossed it 
underhand to him. He flipped the can over, snapped off the 
flip-top, and sipped the rising foam from the top of the can. 
"Should we call the police?" he asked. 
"What for?" 
"To find the kid. What else?" 
Mrs. Kendell laughed. "No need for that. I think I know 
where he is." She leaned over the sink again, and again peered 
out the window. She knocked the ash of her cigarette onto the 
little pile she'd made in the sink. "He takes off every other 
month, steady as clockwork." 
Mr. Wobbley stuck a cigarette in his mouth and reached 
for his Piggily Wiggily matches. "What the hell for?" 
"I don't know," said Mrs. Kendell. "Last time a kid down 
the street told him his ears stuck out. Time before that, Mary 
Weaver said her doll didn't like him. God only knows why he 
hit the road this time." 
"Jesus Christ," said Mr. Wobbley. "I'll cure him of that 
habit in one hell of a hurry. A damn good whipping's all he 
needs." He clanked his beer can down on the table, and asked 
in a tired voice, "Where the hell is he?" 
"I'll get him," she said. She pointed out the window. 
"Down there, past the neighbors' trees, there's a little creek. 
Wall Creek. Whenever he takes off, he goes down there and 
sits on this bench-like thing somebody dug out of the side of 
the bank. He just sits there and looks at the water till I go get 
him." 
"And you always do it?" said Mr. Wobbley. 
"Sure." She knocked her ash again onto the little pile in 
the sink. "It's just his way of telling me something's wrong." 
He took a long swallow of beer, pounded his fist on his 
chest, and belched loudly. Seeming rather pleased with the 
achievement, he belched again, but with little result. He 
pulled at his boot, frowned, wiggled his foot. "Where's the 
other two?" he asked. "If we're going to the lake at all we 
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better leave pretty quick, before the whole damn beach is 
mobbed." 
"Right," she said. She squeaked on the kitchen faucet and 
washed the little pile of ashes down the drain. Then she 
stepped over to the table and dropped her cigarette butt into 
the ashtray. "They're down at the park. Why don't you drive 
down and get them while I go get Noel. I'll meet you back here 
as soon as I get him." 
"All right," he said, in his tired voice. He downed the rest 
of his beer in a gulp, pushed himself up from his chair, and 
flipped the can at the wastebasket; it bounced off the edge and 
fell with a clunk to the floor. 
Mrs. Kendell chased down the rolling can and dropped it 
into the wastebasket, then went back to Mr. Wobbley. She 
tugged down his tee shirt so that it covered his navel. Then she 
put a hand on his shoulder. "Glen, will you talk to Willy when 
you get him? When I came in the kitchen this morning, I saw 
him and one of his friends dart out the door, and I'm sure he 
had a can of beer in his hand." 
"That little bastard," said Mr. Wobbley, with a smile. 
"You bet I'll talk to him. Sneaking off with my beer. You bet I 
will." 
She patted his fat belly. "I wish you wouldn't keep any in 
the house. But if you have to, at least scare him away from it." 
She smiled. "And don't worry about this," she said. "It'll just 
take a little time for the kids to get used to you. But I'm glad — 
and I know they're really glad too —to have you here. And 
don't you think different." 
"I'm not worrying about it," he said, with a furrowed 
brow. "I'll be back in a few minutes. You see if you can talk 
some sense into that one," he said, nodding toward the 
window. He snubbed out his cigarette and tap-clumped away, 
his new boots creaking with every step. 
Mrs. Kendell stopped a moment when she reached the 
shade of the oak tree. She took a deep breath of the cool air, 
listened closely to a blue jay singing in the distance, brushed 
back her dishwater-blond hair which the breeze was slightly 
ruffling, and then walked on toward the creek. The legs of her 
stiff blue jeans whispered to each other, and she whistled bird-
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calls, as she walked. At last she reached the familiar cluster of 
thick bushes behind which, she knew, on the bank of the 
creek, a dirt bench had been dug out. She fought her way 
through the passage between the bushes, snagging and freeing 
her shirt sleeve, and stepped down onto the bench. 
Her son's name, in big shaky capitals, was scratched into 
the dirt at the foot of the bench, but he was nowhere in sight. 
She whistled five loud, distinct whippoorwill calls, and then 
stood frozen, listening. She heard nothing. She frowned at her 
watch, then scanned the trees and bushes, squinting her near-
sighted eyes. Finally, she thought she possibly might have seen 
a patch of white, about fifty yards down the bank. In her 
sandals, she stumbled along in that direction, cursing the 
rocks that stubbed her toes, until she could clearly make out, 
in a little clearing up ahead of her, the tee shirt of her son. She 
let out a brief sigh and passed between two large oaks, en-
tering the clearing where a short log lay stretched out, its top 
sheared off as flat as a bleacher seat. At one end of the log 
squatted her son Noel, holding his knees in his hands and 
staring at the water. She plopped down at the other end and 
looked at him with mock surprise. 
"Fancy meeting you here," she said. "I thought I had this 
log reserved." 
The boy kept staring at the creek, which trickled cool and 
clear in the shade. Besides the white tee shirt, he was wearing a 
baggy pair of cut-off jeans, blue tennis shoes, no socks. 
Without looking at it, he scratched at a large mosquito bite on 
one of his pale ankles. 
"Beggars can't be choosers," she said. "I guess we'll just 
have to share." 
As the boy said nothing, just scratched and stared, she 
began to whistle bird-calls. "Purple martin." She whistled 
again. "That's a new one. Blue jay." 
"There's dirty bird feathers there," the boy said. 
"What?" 
"Bird feathers," he repeated, looking at her for the first 
time. "Dirty ones. Where you're sitting." 
She stood up part way, brushed off the seat of her jeans, 
and looked beneath her. "By George. The blue jays been at it 
again. They raid nests, you know. And fight like the devil." 
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She gingerly picked up a couple of straggly feathers with two 
fingers and tossed them off to the side, then sat back down and 
looked at the boy. He was staring at the creek again. Leaning 
against the log next to him was a small stuffed yellowed 
pillowcase with a rubber band wrapped around the top. 
"Can I look in there?" she asked, nodding at it. 
The boy shrugged, without looking at her. 
She grabbed the pillowcase, peeled off the rubber band, 
and looked inside. There were three pieces of chalk; two shiny 
nickels; a small stack of children's books tied together with 
string, the story of Humpty Dumpty on top; a plastic bag filled 
with marbles; a shaggy tennis ball; a molar in a clear plastic 
case. 
"You got all your good stuff in here," she said. "I guess 
you don't ever plan to go back." 
The boy was scratching his name in the dirt with a stick. 
"You know how to skip a rock?" she asked. 
The boy looked up at her and shook his head. 
"It's about time you learned, then." She hunted around 
for a flat rock, but at last settled for a half-round one. "Here's 
how you do it," she said, standing beside him and indicating a 
side-arm motion. Then she let go with the rock; it fell into the 
creek with a plunk. 
"It didn't skip," the boy said. 
"What do you mean it didn't skip?" 
"It just didn't." 
"I guess you're right," she said. "But it's not my fault. 
First of all, if you're going to do it right, you need a flat rock. 
Secondly, if you're any kind of rock-skipper at all —not one of 
these amateurs that aren't worthy of the name—you need 
more water, a lake for instance. But beggars can't be 
choosers." 
She picked up another rock and threw it. Out of the 
corner of her eye, she saw the boy watch it sail. It plunked into 
the water, not showing the slightest inclination to skip. 
She dropped back down onto the log, a little closer to the 
boy than before. "I give up," she said. "A professional rock-
skipper would just cry at these miserable conditions." Seeing 
the boy reach for his stick, she asked, "So why'd you run 
away?" 
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The boy started drawing squiggles under his name. 
"You know why Humpty Dumpty fell off that wall?" 
She waited, while he paused in his drawing and then started 
again. "If you don't want to know, I guess I won't tell you." 
The boy stopped drawing. He tapped his stick. "Robert's 
mom says you're bad." 
"She does?" Mrs. Kendell cracked the knuckles of her left 
hand, then of her right. "Why would she say something like 
that?" 
"His dad does too. Robert told me." 
She slipped a cigarette pack out of one jeans pocket and a 
Bic lighter out of the other. "I wonder why they say that." 
"Mr. Wobbley." 
She straightened a bent-up cigarette between two fingers, 
then lit it. "What's wrong with Mr. Wobbley? I thought you 
liked him." 
"You're not Mrs. Wobbley. Robert's mom is Mrs. 
Nudger." 
She looked at the creek. "So you want me to get married?" 
He drew more squiggles with his stick. "I don't know." 
"Don't you remember how we felt when your father left?" 
she said, trying vainly to catch his eyes. "How we waited for 
him to come back? We don't want to go through that again, 
do we? When you're married to someone, you expect him to 
stick around. We don't have to expect anything from Mr. 
Wobbley. He can come or go as he pleases." 
"They say it's bad. Robert heard them." 
She took a reflective puff on her cigarette. "They don't 
know what it was like before Mr. Wobbley moved in. Now we 
can pay the rent. And you got a new bike. And Willy has to 
behave. I'd say it's better now than it was before." 
The boy scratched at his mosquito bite for a long time. 
When it began to bleed, he looked up at his mother. "But 
Robert heard them. He told me." 
She shook her head, took one last puff from her cigarette, 
and flipped the butt creekward. Then she slid down the log 
next to him. "I bet you think you're an expert on Humpty 
Dumpty," she said. "I bet you think you know everything 
anyone could ever know about him. Well, I'll let you in on a 
little secret." She peered around as if looking for spies, then 
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spoke in slightly more than a whisper: "They don't tell you half 
the story in that book. Not the half of it." 
"What don't they tell?" 
"Lots of things. For instance, how he happened to fall off 
that wall. But since you don't care — " She shrugged, picked up 
the boy's stick, and began drawing a large egg, with a mouth 
drooping at the corners and slippered feet, into the dirt at the 
foot of the log. She could feel the boy watching her. 
"How did he?" he said at last. 
"How'd who what?" 
"How'd he fall off the wall?" 
She smiled, dropped the stick, and held one of his hands. 
"It doesn't say this in the book," she said, "but actually he 
didn't fall." 
"He didn't?" 
"Aequally, he was pushed. It was no accident. But it was 
still his fault. You know why?" 
The boy shook his head. 
"Because he let them push him off. He didn't say a word. 
You know what he should've done? He should've said, 'You cut 
that out. I won't stand for any of this.' But he didn't. He just 
let them push him around. And pretty soon they pushed him 
right off the wall and smashed him into a million pieces." 
The boy rubbed his nose, smearing the dab of white salve 
on it. "Couldn't they ever put him back together again?" 
"Not that I ever heard of. All those king's horses and men 
tried their darndest. He just shouldn't've let people push him 
around." She picked up the stick and drew a wide jagged crack 
across the egg she had drawn. "He was too fragile. He was a 
fragile egg, like somebody I think I know." 
The boy dropped his head, as if he'd been accused of a 
capital crime. 
She reached out a hand and lifted up his chin. "I was like 
that too," she said. "Long ago. When I was a girl, I was as 
fragile as they come. And I used to let people push me around. 
I had lots of close calls." 
"You did?" said the boy. 
"You better believe it," she said, shaking her head. 
"Like how?" 
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"Well, there was a girl that lived next door. Rhonda 
Roode." She made a sour face and shook her head. Then, with 
her index finger, she tickled the boy's chin. He smiled and 
seemed only with effort to hold back a laugh. 
"This Rhonda Roode was just the meanest snottiest little 
brat that ever tattletaled on the face of the earth. You know 
what she used to do? She used to tell all the kids at school that I 
couldn't go to heaven because my mother wasn't married when 
she had me. And I used to let her get away with it. Hell, I 
believed her. When I said my prayers I used to ask God, if I 
couldn't go to heaven, wouldn't he at least not let me die." 
She crossed her legs and picked a pebble from the sole of 
one of her sandals. "One day I went home and told my mother 
all about it. I thought she'd at least take my side. But she just 
got mad at me. She said, 'Susan, if you let people say things 
like that about you without screaming bloody murder, it's your 
own fault and you deserve what you get.' So the next day when 
Rhonda Roode started up her old song, I told the kids that her 
mom tried to give her away to the Salvation Army when she 
was a baby and they wouldn't take her. All the kids loved it. 
And you know what? After that, Rhonda Roode never said 
another bad word about me, she acted like I was her long lost 
friend." 
Mrs. Kendell smiled at him, took out a cigarette that was 
even more crumpled than the last, and lit it without bothering 
to straighten it. "So now you see how it is," she said. 
The boy looked at his elbow a moment, then looked back 
at his mother, with bright, interested eyes. "What other ones?" 
"Other ones?" 
"What other close calls?" 
She shrugged. "There were lots." 
"Like what?" 
"Well, like my cousin Maureen. When I was in sixth 
grade, we lived with my aunt and uncle and my stuck-up 
cousin Maureen. She didn't like me because I moved into her 
room with her. You know what she used to do?" 
The boy sat up straight. 
"When we were getting ready for school, she used to 
watch me pick out the clothes I was going to wear. She'd wait 
10 Sketch 
until I was all dressed and we had to leave for school that very 
minute, and then she'd say to me, 'Susan, you look just 
horrid.' I wouldn't know whether to go to school or drown 
myself on the way. All day long at school, when I saw 
somebody coming down the hall toward me, I'd hug the wall 
and hope they didn't see me." 
She took a puff on her cigarette, and with her sandaled 
foot rubbed out her drawing. "One day when I was just about 
ready to drown myself, I remembered old Rhonda Roode. So 
the next morning when Maureen leaned over and said, 'Susan, 
you look just horrid,' I just told her, 'Well then, Maureen, that 
means I must look twice as good as you do.' That shut her up 
for good. After that, when I met somebody in the hall, I just 
smiled, because I knew I didn't really look horrid, she'd just 
been saying that because she had to share her room with me." 
"What other ones?" said the boy. 
"Other ones?" Looking down where the egg had been, she 
rubbed her forehead and sighed. "I don't know. There were 
lots of them. But you get the idea, you're not stupid. You just 
can't let people push you around." She smiled at him and 
patted his hand. 
"People like Robert?" 
"People like Robert, people like Robert's mom and dad, 
people like that snotty Rhonda Roode. Those kind of people 
just try to push us off the wall. They break more eggs than 
blue jays. They make blue jays seem like a bunch of monks. 
Our shells get thicker over the years, but you've still got to be 
careful. Those people could smash you into a million pieces 
like old Humpty Dumpty." 
The boy weakly shook his head. "Robert's mom and dad 
wouldn't." 
"I wouldn't be so sure. They're a couple of old fuddy-
duddies. I bet they helped push poor Humpty Dumpty off that 
wall. I wouldn't doubt it a minute." 
He looked out at the creek. His mother followed his gaze. 
A frog leaped from the edge of the bank, plopped right into 
the middle of the creek, and swam with the current. After it 
disappeared from sight, he turned to his mother and said, "I 
got a scratch." 
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"Let's see it." 
He stretched out his elbow to her. She bent her head 
down and squinted to see the scratch. 
"I think I need a Band-Aid." 
"I guess we better go back to the house and get you one. 
Then, you know what? Mr. Wobbley's going to take us all to 
the lake, and I'll show you how to really skip a rock." 
"Really?" 
"Sure," she said. She got up and lifted him to his feet. 
"Come on, I'll race you back. Last one there's a rotten egg." 
Again 
by 
Paul Iasevoli 
Spanish 4 
A little light flickered over 
the edges of your eyes, 
And you told me it was just the Moon 
paying you her nightly visit; 
I sighed again and smiled 
Through smoky panes of glass 
that filled the room 
like silent mirrors reflecting nothing. 
And you stood before me 
steel-gray and blue; 
Wrapped in moonlit linen 
like some ancient god. 
Our fingers entwined in little knots 
freezing us both in steel-gray blue; 
As you fell through a smoky mirror 
with moonlight still brimming from your eyes. 
And I sighed. 
And I smile. 
Again . . . 
